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That points my feet on pilgrimage, the staff
That stays my steps back to that troublous town
Whereof they are weary, yet would halt not now,
But tread more fleet than fire their fiery way
To that fair end where they were fain to be.
We will set forth to-morrow.

Bothwell.                           Ere we go,

I will take order that men's tongues be clipt
Who show too broad their conscience of remorse;
There was a knave of Balfour's in our trust
That hath by this, being found unsure of mouth,
Resigned it to the counsel-keeping worm.
If more there be that live not stingless yet,
The same dumb mouth that has nor lips nor tongue
Must open for them privily; the grave
Hath gorge enough for all such secret food,
And will not babble of the hands that feed.
For them that being in blood of our own kind
Will stand elsewhere against me than in court,
I will make present proffer of myself
To answer them in arms.

Queen.                            You shall not fight.

BothwelL    Not if no need be.

Queen.                               There shall be no need.

Not in this cause, you shall not need to fight.
We will set on the trial presently,
And after we may sleep with no blood more.